POMPADOUR ESCAPES THE MOB

King, which assuredly consoles me for everything, the rest is
all a tissue of wickedness, meanness, in short, of all the con-
temptible acts of which poor human beings are capable. Mat-
ter enough for reflection, especially for one, like myself, of a
naturally reflective turn of mind/

This was written at a time when the police of Paris had
been collecting all the vagrant children in the streets with a
view to sending them out to colonize the Mississippi. Some of
the police kidnapped the children of respectable bourgeois
families and held them up for a ransom. The rumour went
round that the King was leprous through debauchery and
needed the blood of live children to bathe in. Terrible things
were said about Pompadour, 'the King's bitch', and on May
16th the whole of the St.-Antoine quarter rioted and attacked
the police. On the 23rd the mangled body of a police spy was
laid at the doorstep of Berryer, the head of police. One day
Pompadour had the imprudence to come to Paris in her
coach, and barely escaped being torn to pieces by the raving
mob.

What ennui we find in her letters, what fundamental dis-
enchantment! She says: el have seen and thought much since I
have been here, and have at least gained more knowledge of
human beings; and I assure you that they are the same in Paris
or in a provincial town as they are at Court.*

On his return to Versailles, Abel was the despair of his
ambitious sister. He realized that any consideration he
received at Court was entirely on his sister's account. He
would not go a-wooing as he feared the titterings and quiz-
zing glasses and snubbings of the noble ladies of his sister's
choice. He was perfectly happy in the world of artists: class
distinctions didn't count there and he felt at home. In spite of
the wars at the end of the reign, the arts did not languish dur-
ing the time of his directorship. He raised the price of pictures
commissioned by the Crown, and sent the money in a mag-